1804             LETTER TO ELLIS      *        129

midst of all this business. Last of all, I had to superin-
tend a removal, or what we call a flitting, which, of all
bores under the cope of Heaven, is bore the most tremen-
dous. After all these storms, we are now most comfort-
ably settled, and have only to regret deeply our disap-
pointment at finding your northern march blown up.
We had been projecting about twenty expeditions, and
were pleasing ourselves at Mrs. Ellis's expected surprise
on finding herself so totally built in by mountains, as I
am at the present writing hereof. We are seven miles
from kirk and market. We rectify the last inconven-
ience by killing our own mutton and poultry; and as to
the former, finding there was some chance of my family
turning pagans, I have adopted the goodly practice of
reading prayers every Sunday, to the great edification of
my household. Think of this, you that have the happi-
ness to be within two steps of the church, and commiser-
ate those who dwell in the wilderness. I showed Char-
lotte yesterday the Catrail, and told her that to inspect
that venerable monument was one main object of your
Intended journey to Scotland. She is of opinion that
ditches must be more scarce in the neighborhood of
Windsor Forest than she had hitherto had the least idea
of."

Ashestiel will be visited by many for his sake, as long
as Waverley and Marmion are remembered. A more
beautiful situation for the residence of a poet could not
be conceived. The house was then a small one, but,
compared with the cottage at Lasswade, its accommoda-
tions were amply sufficient. You approached it through
an old-fashioned garden, with holly hedges, and broad,
green, terrace walks. On one side, close under the win-
dows, is a deep ravine, clothed with venerable trees, down
which a mountain rivulet is heard, more than seen, in its
progress to the Tweed. The river itself is separated
from the high bank on which the house stands only by a
narrow meadow of the richest verdure. Opposite, and
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